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SYNOPSIS.

CHAPTER I. Living with his father on
. small, badly managed ranch, David
Elden has reached the age of eighteen
with few educational advantages. An ac-
cident to the auto in which Dr. Hardy,
eminent eastern physician, and his daught-
er Irene, are touring the country, brings

new element into his life. Dr. Hardy's
leg is broken, and he is necessarily conf-
ined to his bed. Friendship, and some-thi- n?

more, develops, between Irene and
David.

CHAPTER II. Irene greatly enjoys the
unconventional freedom of ranch life, and.
her acquaintanceship with David ripens
jnto affection. On Dr. Hardy's recovery
tfce young people part with the under-landi- ng

that David will seek to improve
his position in life and they will meet
again

CHAPTER III. The sudden death of his
father leaves David with practically
nothing but the few bare acres of the
ranch, the elder man having through
years of dissipation wasted the income.
His debts paid, David goes to the nearest
town, determined to keep his promise to
Irene by acquiring an education and maki-
ng himself worthy of her. He secures the
first work offered, driving a team for a
coal dealer, and meets a man named Con-war- d,

about his own age, by whom he is
led into dissipation.

CHAPTER IV.

Elden awoke Sunday morning with
a prodigious thirst, which, he slaked
at the water pitcher. It was the pract-

ice of Metford's gang to select on of
tkeir number to care for all the horses
on Sundays while the others enjoyed
the luxury of their one day of lelsnre.
In consequence of this custom th
oom was still full of snoring sleepers

and the air was very close and foul.
Dave sat down by the little table

mat fronted the open window and
rested his head on his hands. He was
recalling, with considerable effort, the
irents of the previous night; piecing
inem together in impossible ways; re-

porting them until they offered some
sequence. The anger he had felt
toward Coaward had subsided, but the
sting of shame rankled in his'heart.

"Fool !" he said to himself. And be-eau- se

he could think of no more spe-
cific expression to suit his feelings,
rnd because expression of 2ny kind
brought a sort of relief, he kept on
repeating the word, "Fool ! fool !

fool!" And as his on

gradually won him back to a sense of
jerspective he became aware of the
ianger of his position. He had left
fcis ranch home to better himself, to
team things, to rise to be somebody.
He had worked harder than ever be-

fore, at more disagreeable employ-
ment; he had lived in conditions that
were almost nauseating and what
tad he learned? That you can't beat

card man at his own game, price
sixty dollars, and that the gallery
seats are cheaper and sometimes safer
than the orchestra.

Then all of a sudden he thought of
Reenie. He had not thought of her
much of late; he had been so busy
in the days and so tired at nights that
be had not thought of her much. Now
she burst upon him again with all that
beauty and charm which had so mag-aetize- d

him in those glad, golden days,
and the frank cleanness of her girl-
hood made him disgusted and
ashamed. It was to fit himself for her
tkat he had come to town,- - and what
sort of mess was he making of it?
He was going down instead of up. He
had squandered his little money, and
flow he was squandering his life. He
iad been drunk. ...

Dave's nature was one in which
emotions were accelerated with their
own intensity. And the sudden man-ae- r

in which Reenie had now invaded
kis consciousness intensified the black-aes- s

in which he was submerged, as
lightning darkens the. storm. . . .
He saw her on that last night, with
the moonlight wooing her white face,
nntil his own body had eclipsed it in

warmer passion, and he heard her
words. I know you are true and
dean." ...

True and clean. "Yes, thank God,
I am still that!" he cried, springing
wddenly to his feet and commencing
to dress. "I've been spattered, but
nothing that won't wash off. Per
haps" and he stopped as the great
thought struck him "perhaps it was
the luckiest thing in the world that
the booze did put me out last night.

. . It'll wash off."

Fortunate fate, or whatever good
aagel it is that sometimes drops un-

acted favors, designed that young
Elden should the following day deliver
toa? at the home of Mr. Melvin Dun-fe- i.

Mr. Duncant tall, quiet and forty-fiv-e,

was at work in his garden as
Dave turned the team in the lane and
hi1' thorn nn fho Inno- narrow drive
cor. tiii? with the family coal chute.
A- - heavy wagon moved straight

'ijective Mr. Duncan looked oh
i Mii-ov- that heightened into
i"n. Dave shoveled his load
remark, but as he stood for
Ht at the finish, wiping the

in his coal-grime- d face, Mr.
'ngaged him in conversation.

: iiii(lle a team like you were
he said. " "Where did you

kaa-k?- "

i. I came up on a ranch," said
It:'UVi "I've lived with horses ever
Siie I remember."

inju re a rancher, eh?" 'queried the
""-- r man "Well, there's nothing like

and the open country. If I
toui 'UlVilf? hrrst HUt mil thpre

a:ihiii would hold me in town."
uy,.,.

"Oh.
.

i ou't know," Dave answered.
't get sick of it.""Did you get sick of it?"Elden .tin-.- - 1 1

The Keen glance at aim.
cor've-satio- was becoming per--

there was in Mr Duncan'sraann a certain certainap , kindliness, a
f sincere personality, that dis--

uJ, ' - K or " he said, "l.on that . ranch, eighteen yearsand neve was inside school or church.Wouldn't that make you sick? .So I beat it for town."
"And I suppose yon are attendingchurch regularly now. and nightschool, too?"
Dave's quick temper fired up in re-

sentment, hut again the kindliness ofthe man's manner disarmed him. Hewas silent for a moment, and then hesaid:
"No, I ain't. That's what makes me

sick-now- . I came in here intendin' toget an education, an I've never got
even a start at it, excep' for some
things perhaps wasn't worth themoney. There always seems to be
somethin else In ahead."

"There always will be," said Mr.
Duncan, "until you start."

"But how's it to be done?" Dave
questioned with returning interest.
"Schools an books' cost money, an I
never save a dollar."

"And never will," said Mr. Duncan,
"until you start. But I think I see a
plan that might help, and if it appeals
to you It will also be a great conven-
ience to me. My wife likes to go driv-
ing Sundays, aqd sometimes on a
weekday evening; but I have so many
things on hand I find it hard to get
out with her. My daughter used to
drive, but these uew--f angled automo-
biles are turning the world upside
down and many a buggy with it.
Well as I saw you driving hi here 1
said tc myself, There's the man for
that job of mine, if 1 can ge him;
bui I'm not rich anil 1 couldn't oav
,toti regular wages. Bnt if I cou!a
square the account by helping with
your studies a couple of . nights e
week I used to teach school and
haven't altogether forgotten why,
that would be just what I want. What
do you say?"

"I never saw anything on four feet
I couldn't drive," said Dave, "an' if
you're willing to take a chance I am.
When do we start?"

"First lesson tonight. Second les-
son Thursday night. First drive Sun-
day." Mr. Duncan, did not explain
that he wanted to know the boy better
before the drives commenced, and he'
felt that two nights together would
satisfy him whether he had found the
right man.

Dave hurried back to the coalyard
and completed the day's work in high
spirits. It seemed he was at last
started on a road that might lead
somewhere. After supper he sur:
prised his fellow laborers by changing
to his Sunday clothes and starting
down a street leading into the residen-
tial part of the town. There were
speculations that he had "seen

Mr. Duncan met him at the door and
showed him into the living room.
Mrs. Duncan, plump, motherly, lov-
able in the mature womanliness of
forty, greeted him cordially. She was
sorry Edith was out ; Edith had a ten-
nis engagement. She was apparently
deeply interested in the young man
who was to be hr coachman. Dave
had never been in a home like this,
and his eyes, unaccustomed to com-

fortable furnishings, appraised them
as luxury. He soon found himself talk-
ing with Mrs. Duncan about horses,
and then about his old life on the
ranch, and then about coming to town.
Almost before he knew it he had told
her about Reenie Hardy, but he had
checked himself in time. And Mrs.
Duncan had noticed it, without com-
ment, and realized that her guest was
not a boy but a man.

Then Mr. Duncan talked about gar-
dening, and from that to Dave's skill
in backing his team to the coal chute,
and from that to coal itself. Dave had
shoveled coal all winter, but he had
not thought about coal except as
something to be shoveled and shov-
eled. And as Mr. Duncan explained
to him .the wonderful provisions of na-

ture how she had stored away in the
undiscovered lands billions of tons of
coal, holding them in reserve until the
world's supply of timber for fuel
should be nearing exhaustion, and as
he told of the immeasurable wealth of
this great new land in coal resources,
and of how the wheels of the world,
traffic and industry and science,-- even,
were dependent upon coal and the
man who handled the coal, Dave felt
his breast rising' with a sense of the
dignity of his calling. He had had to
lo with this wonderful substance all

winter, and not until tonight had It
fire'd the divine spark of his imagina-
tion. The time ticked on, and although
he was eager to be at work he almost
dreaded the moment when Mr. Duncan
should mention his lesson. But be-

fore that moment came there was a
ripple of laughter at the -- door, and a
girl in tennis costume and a young
man a little older than Dave entered.

"Edith," said Mrs. Duncan.
Dave arose and shook hands. Then

Mr. Allan Forsyth was introduced.
Mr. Forsyth shook hands heartily, but
Dave was conscious of being caught in
one quick glance which embraced him
from head to heel. And the glance
was satisfied self-satisfie- d. It was
such a glance as Dave might give a
horse when he would say, "A good
horse, but I can handle him." It was
evident from that glance that Forsyth
had no fear of-rival- from that quar-
ter. And having no fear he could af-

ford to be friendly.
Dave had no distinct remembrance

of what happened just after that, but
he was conscious of an overwhelming
desire to hear Miss Duncan sing. How

"

How Like Reenie She Was I

like Reenie she was ! And just as he
was beginning to think , Mr. Duncan
must surely have forgotten his lesson
he heard her asking him if she should
sing. And then he saw Forsyth at the
piano why couldn't he eave her to
do it herself, the butt-in-? and then
he heard her fine, silvery voice rising
in the notes of that song about' the
land where the sun should never go
down. ... And suddenly he knew
how lonely, how terribly, terribly

'lonely he was. And he sat with head
bowed, that they might not know. .

And then there were other songs,
'and at last Mrs. Duncan, who had
slipped away unnoticed, returned with
a silver teapot and cups of delicate
china, and sandwiches and cake, and
they sat about and ate and drank and
talked and , laughed. And when he
looked tt his watch It was eleven
o'clock! -

"I guess we didn't get any lesson
tonight, he. said as he shooc hands
with Mr. Duncan at the sidewalk. '

"I am not so sure," replied his tutor.
"The first thing for you to learn is
that all learning does npt come from
books. A food listener can learn as
much as a good reader if he listens
to the right kind of people." And as
Dave walked home the thought deep
ened in" him that it really had been a
lesson, and Jthat Mr.;- Duncan had in
tended it that way. ' And he wondered
what remarkable fortune had been his,
The air was full of the perfume of
balm o' Gilead, and his feet were light
with the joy of youth. And he thought
much of Edith and of Reenie Hardy,

In subsequent lessons Dave was rap
idly initiated into many matters be-

sides parlor manners and conversa-
tion. Mr. Duncan placed the first and
greatest emphasis upon learning to
write and to write well. They had
many philosophic discussions, in which
the elder man sought to lead the
younger to the acceptance of truths
that would not fail him kx the strain
of after life, and when a conclusion
had been agreed upon It was Mr. Dun
can's habit to embody it in a copy for
Dave's writing lesson.

As soon as Dave had learned to read
a little Mr. Duncan took him one day
to the public library, and the young
man groped in amazement up and
down the great rows of books. Pres-
ently a strange sense of Inadequate- -

ness came over him. "I can never
read all of those books, nor half of
them," he said. "I suppose one must
read them in order to be well in
formed."

Mr. Duncan appeared to change the
subject. "Ycu like fruit?" he asked.

"Yes, of course. Why "
"When you go into a fruit store do

you stand and say, 'I can never eat
all of that fruit, crates and crates of
it. and carloads more in the ware
house? Of course you don't. You
eat enough for the good of your sys
tem ad let It go at that. Now just
apply the same sense to your reading.
Read as much as you can think about,
and no more. The trouble with many
of our people is that they do not read
to think but to save themselves the
trouble of thinking. The mind, left to
itself, insists upon activity. So they
chloroform it."

Dave's talks with Mr. Duncan be
came almost nightly occurrences, ei
ther at the Duncan home or when he
drove the family for the master of
the house often accompanied them
or when they met downtown; as fre
quently happened. And the boy was
not slow to realize the broad nature
of the task to which Mr. Duncan had
set himself. His education was to be
built of every knowledge and experi
ence that could go into the rounding
of a well-develope- d life.

The climax seemed to be reached
when Mr. Duncan invited Dave to ac
company him to a dinner at which a
noted thinker, just crossing the con
tinent, had consented to speak.

"It will be evening dress," said Mr.
Duncan. "I suppose you are hardly
fitted out that way?"

"I guess hot," said Dave, smiling
broadly. He recalled the half-hum-or

ous sarcasm with which the Metford
gang referred to any who-- might be
seen abroad in their "Hereford
fronts." He had a sudden vision of
himself running the gantlet of their
ridicule.

But Mr. Duncan was continuing.
'1 think I can fix you up," he said.
"We must be pretty nearly of a size,
and I have a spare suit." And almost
before he knew it it was arranged that
Dave should attend the dinner.

It was an eventful night for him.
His shyness soon wore off, for during
these months he had been learning to
accept any new experience gladly.

And as he sat among this company
of the best minds of the town he felt
that a new world was opening before
him. His good clothes seemed to work
up in some way through his subconr
sciousness and give him a sense of ca-

pability. He was in the mental at-
mosphere of men who did things, and
by conforming to their customs he
had brought his mind into harmony
with theirs, so that it could receive
suggestions, andV-wh- o knows? return
suggestions. And he was made to
think, think, think.

CHAPTER V.

The summer was not far gone when
Dave, through an introduction fur-
nished by Mr. Duncan, got a new job.
It was in the warehouse of a whole-
sale grocery, trundling cases and
sacks of merchandise. It was cleaner
than handling coal, and the surround-
ings were more congenial and the
wages were better fifty dollars a
month to begin.

"The first thing is to get out of the
deadline," said Mr. Duncan. "I am
not hoping that you will have found
destiny in a wholesale warehouse, but
you must get but of the deadline. As
long as you shovel coal you will shovel
coal. And you are not capable of
anything better until you think you
are."

"But I've liked it pretty well," said
Dave. "As long as I was just work
ing for my wages it was dull going,
but it was different after I got to see"

that even shoveling coal was worth
while. I suppose it is the same with
groceries, or whatever one does. As

"soon as you begin, to study what you
handle, the work loses Its drudgery.
It isn't a man's job that makes him
sickoj .Ms. job; it's what he thinks
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of his job." rV;.;,?m;:Vv-';,-
..-.'--

'

, A light of satisfaction was in . his
teacher's eyes, as Dave made this an-
swer. Mr "Duncan had realized that
he was starting late with this pupil,
and ff taere were any short cuts to
education he must find them. . So he
had' set out deliberately to instil the

idea that education la not a matter of
schools and colleges, or courses of
reading, or formulae of any kind, but
a matter of the five senses applied to
every experience of life. And he knew
that nothing was coarse or common
that passed through Dave's hands. '

' Dave's energy and enthusiasm in
the warehouse soon brought him pro-
motion from truck hand to shipping
clerk, with an advance in wages to
sixty-fiv- e dollars a month. He was"
prepared to, remain in this position for
some time, as he knew that promotion
depends on many things besides abil-
ity. Mr. Duncan had warned him
against the delusion that .man is en-
tirely master of his destiny. "

But Dave was not to continue in,
the grocery trade A few evenings
later he was engaged in reading in
the public library. Mr. Duncan had
directed him into the realm of. fiction
and poetry, and he was now feeling
his way through "Hamlet.". On the
evening ir.; question an elderly, man
engaged him in conversation.

"You are a Shakespearean student,
I see?" x'

"Not exactly. I read a little in the
evenings."

"I have seen you here different
times. Are you well acquainted with
the town?"

"Pretty well," said Dave, scenting
that there might be a purpose in the
questioning.

"Working now?"
Dave told him where he "was em-

ployed.
"I am the editor of the Call," saH

the elderly man. "We need another
man on the street; a reporter, you
know. We pay twenty-fiv- e dollars a
week for such a position. If you are
interested you might call at the office
tomorrow.'"

Dave hurried with his problem to
Mr. Duncan. "I think I'd like the
work," he said, "but I am not sure
whether I can do it My writing is
rather wonderful."

Mr. Duncan turned the matter over
in his mind. "Yes," he said at length,
"but I notice you are beginning to use
the typewriter. When you learn that
God gave you ten fingers, not two, you
may make a typist. And there is
nothing more worth while than being
able to express yourself in English.
They'll teach you that on a newspaper.
I think I'd take it.

"Not on account of the money," he
continued, after a little. "You would
probably soon be earning more in the
wholesale business. .Newspaper men
are about the worst paid of all pro
fessions. But it's the best training in
the world, not for itself but as a step
to something else. The training is
worth while, and It's the training you
want. Take it."

Dave explained his disadvantages to
the editor of the Call. "I didn't want
you to think," he said, with great
frankness, "that because I iwas read
ing Shakespeare I was a master of
English. And I guess if I were to
write up stuff In Hamlet's language
I'd get canned for it."

"We'd probably have a deputation
from the Moral Reform league," said
the editor with "a dry smile. "Just the
same, if you know Shakespeare you
know English, and we'll soon break
you into the newspaper style."

So almost before he knew it Dave
was on the staff of the Call. His beat
comprised the police court, fire depart-
ment, hotels and general pick-up- s.

Dave almost immediately found the
need of acquaintanceships. The iso-
lation of his boyhood had bred in him
qualities of aloofness which had now
to be overcome. He was not naturally
a good "mixer;" he preferred his own
company, but his own company would
not bring him much news. So he set
about deliberately to cultivate ac-
quaintance with the members of the
police force and the fire brigade and
the clerks in the hotels. And he had
In his character a quality of sincerity
which gave him almost instant admis-
sion into their friendships. He had
not suspected the charm of his own
personality, and its discovery, feeding
upon his new born enthusiasm for
friendships, still further enriched the
charm.

(TO BE CONTINUED NEXT WEEK)

"These Rats Wouldn't Eat My Best
Grain," Says Fred Lamb.

It's hard to keep rats out of a feed
store. Tried for years. A neighboring
store sold me some RAT-SNA- P. It
worked wonders. Gathered up dead rats
every morning. Bought more RAT- -

SXAP. Heven't a rat now. They would

n't eat mv best grain when I threw
RAT-SNA- P around." Three sizes, 2oc
50e, $1.00. Sold and guaranteed by
CITY DRUG STORE, UUJjJffi'iU"
HDW. CO., and G. W. TWDDDY.

NOTICE OF SALE '

Under Mortgage
Bv virtue of the power and authority

eiven bv a certain Deed of Trust exe
cuted by Levi Owens and Delilah Owens
on the 9th dav of December, 1910 to
D E. Woodley which is recorded in the
office of Register of Deeds for the coun-

ty of Tyrrell, in book 60, page 253, the
following property will be sold at Pub-

lic Auction, viz:
That tract of land known as the Swam

Ijand. situated in Scuppernong Township
Tyrrell county, near Wpodley's Station.
Bounded on the north by the puDnc roau
and the lands of Amos McClees; on the
East bv the public road leading from
Creswell to Columbia; on the South by
the lands of the heirs of Andrew Bate- -

the lands of Mrs.man; on the west by
Sarah Williams (known as the Duncan
farm.) Containing by estimation w
acres. Place of sale, on the premises.
Time of sale, 26th day of November 1919

at 12 o'clock noon. Terms of sale, cash.
October 18, 1919.

JJ. JHi. WKJUlJljUjX.
Trustee

c024-4- t

Q. E D.

It wouldn't be difficult to convince
the average man that greenbacks are
printed on flypaper. .

An Eleg
FOR SALE

Containing 230 acres. 175 cleared and under good wire fence. Dit-

ches and Hedge Rows in perfect condition. 55 acres in woodland

and the timber on this farm isworth $3000.00. This land is produc-ni- g

1500 lbs cotton to the acre. 4 tenant houses on this farm, situat-

ed 2 miles from shipping point, 1 mile from high school and 1 mile

from church. Prospective farm for growing tobacco. Good stock
range, ' Fronts on the river. Good place for fishing. This farm is
worth double the price we ask. If interested call to see us at once.
jC .r price right. Can deliver January 1st. Title perfect

Twiford &vTwforici-- :

L. B TWIFORD

Phone 1049

NOTICE

Sale of Valuable Personal Property
On account of the fact that I am

not going to farm any more, I will sell
on Tuesday, November 4th, 1919, at 11
o'clock, A. M., at my residence in Sa-

lem Township, the following articles of
personal property:

One sewing machine, one yoke of
mules, one horse and horse cart, one

XT (- -I

17 St.

in

one
set one ton

gue, one and one
one corn one hay one

in
of my and

and All mv
ing "

of ,

B.

N. C.

a in up

to ' "to A
.

us am- - of

No.

Dealers Estate

mowing machine,
harness,

harness,
sheller,
Picker, condition,

household fur-
niture, articles.

utensils.
CASH,

zJ

W..T.

Real

farm wagon,
double buggy buggy

buggy grain
fan, rake,
Gordon Bean good
part, kitchen

other farm

Terms Sale:
THOS.

pO10-3- t

When to make flaky
biscuit, delicious muffins and
gems, doughnuts
of -- texture -- then need

WHOLESOMEJu THE
BAKING

CULPEPPER

JENNINGS

you want

real and cake
fine you

S&KMG

A Little Paint
Saves Valuable Chattels

POWDER
CULPEPPER

Elizabeth City,

Just few hours spent painting your wagons,
cultivators and other implements and vehicles will carry
them bright and undamaged thru the winter and add years

their life. That means money you. little paint
also help your self-respe- ct. You feel better when things
loog" better. Ask about kind paint.

Culpepper Hardware Co.
Poindexter

WILL TRAIN YOU BY MAIL
You can take any course offered by this school by mail. We send ar
typewriter, and complete equipment to your home, no matter where you
live.

There are thousands of positions open in the commercial world and with
the Government for Bookkeepers, Stenographers, Typists and other of-

fice assistants. YOU can get one of these positions if you have the nec-
essary technical knowledge. We have trained many thousands of young
men and women for such positions; we can train YOU.

Address J. M. RESSLER, President
-

. Norfolk, Virginia .

Norfolk Engraving Co.
Makers of Printing Plates

217 Granby St. Norfolk, Va.

arm

D. C. TWIFORD

423 Hinton Building

one

Optimistic Thought.
.' A low station with safety is better
han a high one with danger.

I
LYNN HAVENI

I OYSTERS I

I
When in Norfolk don't forget l

f BROWNE'S where you get the
oysters with the tang o' the I

on the half shell, or anyf(sea, you like 'em.

'E. W.BROWNE
113 Washington Street . J

Opposite Pender's
Norfolk, Va. I

Dr. Wm. Parker
Dentist

317 Hinton Building

Elizabeth City, N. C.

Phone 984
.. 8 13t

DR. JOHN H. BELL

Osteopathic Physician

326 HINTOiSTBUILDING

Elizabeth City, N. C.

c S 19-t- f

Elizabeth City
itisiness Lonege

THE SCHOOL THAT
STANDS FOR EFFICIENCY

ROBINSON BUILDING

Poindexter Street

Elizabeth City, N. C.

LORRAINE HOTEL
Norfolk, Virginia

HateJ Service for Three Generations
Operated by the

Granby and TazeweJI Sts.
DODSON HOTF.T. CORP.

" T-"- "" mm
"EMlento Will Make Your Hair Long, Tea"

FORIfiiimniainr m iuMT HAin
"Every woman ran

feave nice, Io--- ir

Bays May Gilbfc. . "My
1 L.JDs.. hair has grown 23

inches lonjr by using
your wonderful

EXELENTO NiSI
Don't be fooled bv takm Kinlr Rmninra v.can't straighten your hair until it's soft andlong. Our pomade removes dandruff, feeds the

uu& ww uiwks ifc yiuw tons anasilky.
We make Ezelento Skin Beautlfier. anointment for dark, sallow skin. Used Intreatment of skin troubles.
fRICE OF EACH 25c IN STAMPS OR COIlf

EXELEHTO KEME CO, Atiasta, 6a.
BHa

I: l. -


